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THE VEGETABLE PIE 


In Mr. Biggs’ kitchen garden there 
grew some fine vegetables. There 
were cauliflowers, carrots, turnips, 
onions, leeks and celery, all standing 
side by side in neat rows. All 
through the summer Mrs. Biggs had 
been able to give her husband and 
daughter, Mary, a fresh juicy vege- 
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table every day for dinner. · But now 
winter was at hand, and Mr. Biggs’ 
vegetables were nearly all used up. 

- The largest vegetable was a fine 
Cauliflower. Although a little run 
to seed, he was the head of those 
_ who were left. The other vegetables 
thought he was a fine fellow. He 
did not speak often, nor was he very . 
clever, but he had a deep voice 
which made what he did say sound 
very grand. There were still two 
Carrots, one Leek, a stick of Celery 
and three Onions. All of these 
were fine, big vegetables, except one 
of the Onions, who for some reason 
or other had never grown properly, 
and remained as tiny as a spring 
onion. The other vegetables called 
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him “Baby” and 
took little notice = 
of him because 
he was so small. 

These last 
vegetables were 
talking together 
on this autumn 


day. They were 
all rather sad, 
for they knew 
that soon they 
too would be 
taken from their 
- home in the 


4e kitchen garden, 
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and used to make a dinner for Mr. and 
Mrs. Biggs and their daughter, Mary. 

The Cauliflower began the conver- 
sation. “Friends,” he said, in his 
deep voice, “we have spent a long 
and happy summer together.” 

“We are lucky to be left so long,” 
said one of the carrots, trying to be 
cheerful. 

“We are the last and oldest of 
our families,” added Leek, with pride. 

Turnip sighed. He was fat and 
white and miserable. “My twenty- 
first brother was taken for a stew on 
Saturday,” he murmured, looking at 
the hole which his brother had left in 
the soil. 

“І had so many brothers that I 
have lost count,” remarked one of 
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the Onions. “Now І have only one.’ 

“Yes, dear brother,” said the other 
Onion. ; 

“What about me? I am your 
brother too,” piped Baby Onion, for 
though he was 

small he was 
full of spirit. 


“You are too 
small to count,” 
said the first 
Onion. 


But Baby Onion did not care. 
He was the only one who did not 
feel sad that day. He hoped that 
because he was so tiny he would be 
of no use in Mrs. Biggs’ stewpot. 
He was looking forward to the day 
when the other vegetables, who 
looked down on him, would all be 
taken, and he would enjoy being 
the only one in the garden. 

“I wonder how long we shall be 
left Р” said Celery. 

“Not long,” boomed the old 
Cauliflower. “I have а strange 
feeling at my heart which tells me 
that our time is near.” 

_ The other vegetables shivered. Only 
Leek said pertly, “Oh, bother your 
feelings! It is probably just a slug.” 
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“Yes, Mr. 
Cauliflower,” 
said Celery, “I 
know that feel- 
ing. I, too, have 
a twitching at 
my roots.” 

“Wireworm, 


my dear!” put 
in Leek. 

“І really do 
not think we can 
expect to stay 
much longer,” 
said one of the 
Carrots. 


“They will be sure to pull us up 
before the frost comes,” added his 
brother. 

“When I think of my twenty-one 
brothers I could weep till I am dry 
and woody,” mourned the Turnip. 

“Fiddlesticks!” cried Leek. “I 
had thirty brothers, but they all left 
like brave Leeks. I would scorn to 
drop a tear over them.” 

“Mrs. Biggs will drop a tear over 
me!” said one of the Onions, making 
a joke to cheer them all up. 

“Very true!” said his brother, 
laughing. “Ha! ha! Very true. 
We are strong, you know, brother, 
even I can smell that. Ha! ha! ha!” 


And all the vegetables laughed 
together. 
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“Не! he!” laughed 
Baby Onion suddenly, 
louder than any. 

“ Ве quiet, you foolish little thing,” 
growled Cauliflower. 

“You have no place in the jokes 
of your bigger and better brothers,” 
said Celery, severely. “ You are too 
small even to smell.” 
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“He! he!” laughed Baby Onion, 
thinking of the time when he would 
be left alone in the garden. “He! 
he! he!” | 

“Be quiet, Baby, do you hear P 
Ве quiet,’ said Cauliflower, quite 
angrily. 

“Yes, sir,” said Baby Onion, pre- 
tending to be frightened, but turning 
his leaves to hide a smile. 

Just at that moment the house 
door opened and who should come 
out but Mr. and Mrs. Biggs! He 
had a fork and she carried a basket. 

The vegetables groaned, “Oh 
dear! Oh dear!” 

Baby Onion giggled. 

Mr. and Mrs. Biggs walked 
straight to the kitchen garden. 
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“Well, my dear,” said Mr. Biggs. 
“Here are the last of my fine vege- 
tables. What do you want to-day P ” 

“I am making 
a vegetable pie. 


‚___ I think there are 
= just enough left 
for it,” said Mrs. Biggs. The vege- 
tables groaned again, but Mr. and 
Mrs. Biggs could not hear them. 
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“Do you want them all?” asked 
Mr. Biggs. 

Mrs. Biggs drew a paper from her 
basket. 

“Let me see,” she said. “The 
Cookery Book says, ‘Two carrots, one 
turnip, one leek, one stick of celery, 
one cauliflower and three onions ’.” 

“Here are just enough for you, 
my dear,” said Mr. Biggs, digging 
them up in turn. (Oh, how they 
sobbed and wept! But he did not 
hear them.) When he came to the 
Baby Onion, he looked hard at the 
tiny thing and said, “Will two 
onions be enough? This little one 
is not worth peeling.” 

“These are nice and large,” said 
Mrs. Biggs, looking at the other two. 
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“They will do. That is all I want, 
thank you, dear.” And Mr. and 
Mrs.Biggs walked 
away with the 


, 4 К 
We С. A, | 
vegetables in her {г ! 
basket, leaving Я”. 
Baby Onion in the ground, just 
as he had hoped.. 

Baby Onion nearly split his small 
sides with laughing as the others 
were carried off. 
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“ Не! Һе! He! he!” he squealed. 
“Silly things, to talk so grandly and 
grow so fat! Now they are in a 
pie. I am too small to be peeled. 
Не! Һе! He! he!” 

Mary Biggs ran by. Catching sight 
of the empty garden, she stopped. 

“Oh, all the vegetables are gone!” 
she said. Then she saw Baby Onion 
standing up stiffly in the ground. 

“ Why, here is a tiny, baby onion 
left!” she exclaimed. “It is just the 
size for my doll’s dinner.” 

“Oh, no! no! no!” shrieked Baby 
Onion. But Mary could not hear 
him. She bent down, pulled him 
up, and ran off with him. 

So Baby Onion was no better and 
no worse off than the others. 
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THE: RABBITS’ CHRISTMAS 
PARTY 


Mr. and Mrs. Rabbit were giving 

| a Christmas Party for their children, 
Flippy and Floppy. They had set 

up a real Christmas Tree in the 
parlour, and Mrs. Rabbit had made 
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a parcel for each guest. Mrs. Rabbit . 
tied the parcels on the tree, and hung 
it with tinsel and other pretty things, 
and when the children saw it next 
morning they longed for the party 
to begin. 

It seemed a very long morning to 
Flippy and Floppy, but at last it was 
nearly three o’clock, and they were 
sent to wash their paws and brush 
their whiskers ready to receive the 
guests. Just as the village clock 
struck three there was a tap on the 
door. It was Twirlytail Rat, with 
his fur brushed smooth and sleek 
and his round eyes sparkling with 
excitement. 


“Hullo, Floppy,” said Twirlytail. 
“ Happy Christmas!” 
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Mrs. Rabbit held 
out her paw to him. “ Weare so glad 
you could come, Twirlytail,” she said. 
“I heard you were going to move.” 

“We shall be leaving next week,” 
said Twirlytail. 

“Why is that?” asked Mr. 
Rabbit. 
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“Mr. Smith has just bought two 
new dustbins with lids, so there is 
very little to eat at home now,” 
replied Twirlytail. And indeed he 
looked quite thin. | 

“Dear! dear! What a pity!” said 
Mrs. Rabbit, making up her mind to 
see that Twirlytail had a good tea 
and something to take home. 

Then there was another knock at 
the door, and it was Mildred and 
Monty Mouse. 

“How are you, my dears?” said 
Mrs. Rabbit, patting their heads. 

“Very well, thank you, Mrs. 
Rabbit,” replied the little mice, 

There was another knock, and 


Floppy cried, “That must be Dr. 
Mole.” 
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And so it was. He was quite old 
and rather blind, but he had much 
spirit and was a great friend of the 
children’s. 

“Merry Christmas to you all!” he 


cried, as he came in. 
“Now we are all here,” said Mrs. 


Rabbit. 


21 


And Mr. Rabbit said, “ Апа now 
for the Christmas Tree!” 

Everyone shouted, “ Hooray!” and 
they crowded round the tree while 
Mr. Rabbit nibbled off the string 
from the parcels. 

The presents could not have been 
better chosen. Twirlytail Rat had 
two thick bacon rinds; Mildred 
Mouse had a piece of cheese and 
Monty a lump of beef dripping. 
Dr. Mole had a caterpillar, which he 
thought was a great treat, though it 
made the others shudder. Flippy 
and Floppy had lettuce leaves, which 


I am sorry to Say came from Mr. 
Brown’s greenhouse. 


Just as the fun was at its highest 
and jolliest, there came a terrible 
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BANG at the door. Everyone cried, 
“Oh!” and stood still, for no one 
else was expected to the party. And 
then came a sound very terrible to 
Rabbits and Rats and Mice—a long- 
drawn-out “ Mi-a-ow!” 
“The Cat!” shrieked the Rabbit 
and Twirlytail. ; 
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“Oh! oh!” cried Mildred and 
Monty, clasping one another. 

Then there came another fearful 
BANG. 

“He will knock down the door in 
a minute,” cried Mr. Rabbit. 

“What shall we do?” wailed 
Mrs. Rabbit, wringing her paws, 
while the children sobbed with 
fright. 

Dr. Mole, who had said nothing, 
now came forward. “I think I can 
help you,” he said. “Cat doesn’t 
like moles. Take the others into 
the next burrow, and I will send her 
away.” 

This was really very brave of Dr. 
Mole, so when Mr. and Mrs. Rabbit 
had got the children and themselves 
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safely out of the way, Dr. Mole 
opened the door. Cat pounced in at 
once, and was surprised to see only 
Dr. Mole. She went round the 
walls of the parlour, sniffing and 
snuffing for the others. 

“Where are they? Where are 
they Р” she muttered. 
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“Now, listen to те,” said Dr. 
Mole, severely. “You mustn’t come 
and upset the children on Christmas 
Day.” 

“Well, I am hungry,” said Cat. 
“The family I live with has gone 
away and left me nothing to eat— 
no Christmas turkey, no pudding, no 
anything.” 

“That 2 hard on you,” said Dr. 
Mole. “But I know where you can 
find a fine Christmas dinner.” 

“Where?” asked Cat. 

“By Mr. Brown’s dustbin there 
is a kipper that has hardly been 
touched,” replied Dr. Mole. 

“A kipper,” said Cat, licking her 
lips. “Ah!” 

“Now you be a kind Cat,” said 
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kipper instead.” 
Е All. right 
Doctor,” said 
Cat, who was 
not really ill- 
natured. “I 
will.” 

“Good crea- 
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Dr. Mole, in his 
fatherly way, 
“because it is 
Christmas Day. 
Leave these 
children to have 
their party and 
go and eat that 


ture!” cried Dr. Mole. “Now 
promise me you will not come back 
here.” 

“І promise,” replied Cat, “if that 
kipper is there.” 

“І saw and smelt it myself not 
half an hour ago,” said Dr. Mole. 

“Very well,” said Cat. “ Good- 
bye, Doctor. Merry Christmas Е 
And she went out. 

Dr. Mole waited till Cat had gone 
right away, then he shut the door 
and called the others. 

They came in on tiptoe, still 
anxious and trembling. 

“ Has Cat gone?” whispered Mrs, 
Rabbit. 

“Yes, she has gone. She is not 
such a bad creature, only she has 
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had nothing to eat to-day,” replied 
Dr. Mole. 

“There now!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Rabbit. “Flippy brought this chicken 
leg for the Christmas Tree, but I 
could not think of anyone who would 
like it. Perhaps Cat would.” 
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“I will run up with it to the top 
of the burrow,” said Dr. Mole. 

So Dr. Mole went after Cat. He 
managed to call her back and gave 
her the bone, as a Christmas present 
from Mrs. Rabbit. Cat was deeply 
touched by such kindness after the 
way she had behaved. She took the 
bone to Mr. Brown’s dustbin, where 
she found the kipper, as Dr. Mole 
had said. Andas she ate them there 
she made up her mind only to catch 
house mice, as her duty was, and to 
leave the field creatures alone. 

The Rabbits finished their party 
quite happily, and all said it was а 


great success, in spite of the unwel- 
come visitor. 
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`3. What presents were hung on the Christmas 


Е EXERCISES 


THE VEGETABLE PIE 


1. Why were the vegetables sad? 
2. What had happened to their relatives? 
3. Why wasn’t Baby Onion sad? 


4, Where did Cauliflower and Celery have 


a strange feeling P 


5. What happened to Baby Onion? 


THE RABBITS’ CHRISTMAS PARTY 


1. Who came to the party? 
2. Why were the Rats going to leave their 
home P 


Tree? 
4. How did Dr. Mole send Cat away P 


